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JORA'S CHILDREN.
| 4 ]::;K ENED CASEMENT.”

ASEQUELTO -TH

BY GRACE GREENWOOD.

LOUISE PRESTON.

Of sl Dora’s children; none ahanged w0 much
in passing from childhood to maturity, se Louise.
She was & pale, sad child when her mother left
her—plain, and quite uninteresting to & casval
chserver, except as & look of suffering and lan-
guor might excite s brief feeling of half-pitiful
interest. Yet, though exceedingly delioate, the
ohild had no positive disease in herm-tlmtl?n;
but she had unfortunste habits, almost as diffi-
cult io eradicate. Slender and wesk-chested, she
bad not strength to sit erest at her writing or
books. bat would bend over them, hour after hour,
1ot to all around her—for, with an intel-

utterly
beyond her yesrs, study was her one ab-

leot far

gorbing passion .
Captain Preston did not begin by lectaring his

shy sud pensive little girl, or abruptly prohibiting
_thnes saeeujts which were her greatest joy in life.
He kindly strove to make her peedful labors
lighter by studyiog and weading with her, got
often interrupted Panline and hevself, in the
midst of & lesson or an exercise, by proposing &
ride or s ramble. Pauline, full of bounding life,
was lowjours prete, but Louise, at the first, set forth
with visible th ~tnexpressed reluctance. Not
that ahe had no love for Nature, but that she en-
joyed it best quietly and alone, She liked to steal
out. after a day of study, to the ses-shore, seat
hersell upon some ereggy rook, and watch the
moon rige from the water. The dsrk magnifi-
comce of the gcene, the loneliness of the shore,
the olouds snd the lights of heaven, the slow
upward march of the moon—and, more than all,
the swelling and moaning of the ses, impressed
her with wondrons power—intoxicated her, it
might almost be ssid, with sublimity—so filled
her soul, that she took no note of time, and when
she foand herself at home, she scarce knew how,
she woull creep to her bed, chilled and exhaust-
od, wondering that she felt no better for her little
wtroll. She loved the woods also, but when there,
cared only to lie on some moasy bank, and gaze up-
ward, watching the sunbeams struggling through
the thick leaves, the blithe squirrels leaping from
iranch to branch, and the gleaming flight of the
birds—to let her soul float from her, and lose her-
41 in sad, but delicions reveries.

Gradually, and without apparent design, her
tather changed all this—made her ocssn-visitings
the times for aotive physical exercise—so filled
her hande with shells and mosses, so tired her
liitle human feet with elambering over vecks,
that her soul forgot to overload itself with sab-
lime thoughts. [e changed her slow, solitary
meditative strolls into pleasant, soclal rambles—
often somewhat childish and idle, but never
wholly objectless. There were always to be
sought some flower or shrub, berries, nuts, ferns,
wild grasses, or many-oolored suloma leaves.

C'aptain Preston had more diffioully in over-
coming the natural timidity of Louise, and get-
ting her heartily in love with such sports as
riding aod bbating. But, Gaally, this good work.
was also sccomplished—Louise became a graceful
and fearless horsewoman, while at rowing she
might have rivalled Ellen Douglas herself.

Captain Preston was not slone the counsellor
and guide, but the companion, the confidant, the
dear, intimate friend of all his children; yet we
can searce wonder that he felt & deep, peculiar
tenderness for that “ poor livle girl,” of whom
her dying mother said, “She lies nearest my
heart,” or that he gave himself with tireless de-
votion to the work of her moral and physical
training  And great was his reward | sweet be-
yond expression his happiness, when, s the years
went by, and the child grew into womanhood, he
beheld the pale cheek flush, the dim eye brighten,
the oold lips redden and grow full, aud that slight
and angular figure round into grace and symme-
try. At nineteen, though still small, Louise was
really beautiful in form—her chest being finely
expanded, her neck and arms as plump as those
of & Hebe, and the poise and carriage of her head
belog peeuliarly spirited and graceful.

The beauty of her face remained sn open ques-
tion, though no one denied to it rare loveliness
of expression. Her features were not quite regu-
lar—her nose was o thought too short, and her
forehead o thought too low, perhaps—her mouth
drooped too sadly at the corners, snd there was
sometimes & half-suspicious, hall-haughty cuel of
the npper lip, neither grasions nor becoming ; but
her eyes and hair were unguestionably besutifal.
Ah! I never ean forget those large, deep, Ianguid,
violet eyes, §o thickly shaded by dark, golden
Iashes. Her bair also was golden, far lighter
than ber mother's, but in texture and wavy abun-
dunce very like Dora's crowning glory. Louise,
however, was quite uncouscions of its exeesding
besuty ; she never made much of it, and there
was little ueed—it rade enough of iteelf. It
seemed that it might almost have folded itself
¢ Jut her small Grecian bead, in rich masses and
Fhining undulations, without the aid of comb or
band—and if it escaped ite slight confisement,
and came tumibling about her you
would beg her never to put it up again, it fell in
sich & bounteous shower of gold, such a casoade
of bright ourls. Think of hale of this rare hue,
ond large, dreamy, dark-blae eyes! What & be-
witching combination !

Bfat the idex of har plainness had so taken pos-
fesdion of the mind of Louise in her childhood,
that now & young Iady, though she knew hersell
{0 better health and wpirits, she was no prettier,
!0 her own estimation, than of old. She compared
ber round, little figure, her blue eyee and fair
Bair with the tall, stately person, the splendid
dark eyes and ruven locks of her aister, and pro-
nounced hergelf diminutive, lrre-
deemably plain.  Ab1 Yittle did she know that to
fome hearts “ Mignonne) as her father oslled
hier, was & swester and & dearer preseace than
the brillinat belle, In spite of the perfect
the force und nobility of Pauline's face, that of
l-ouise was capable of & yet higher besuty—the
loveliness and the power of & heart of grester na-
tive deeps—the sudden glow, the intense, ineffa-
ble light of geoius—which, pouring from her soul,
"ould overflow her plsin featares till they sesmed
slmost transfigured.

Vet though Lonise was a sad unbeliover inber
::: Altruotivencss, and ever recsived with wonder
w. childish gratitude the love of thoss mearest
g b:.m beart went out to all around in

tenderness ; she seomed Lo lis at the feet

Paullne, while young, never quite comprehend.-
ed the delioate, poetical mind of her sister, with
its romanoe, its fair dresms, and strange fancies,
and the fine, etherial genius which seemed float.
ing about her as a spirit, rather than taking form
in anything which she said or did—making her
80 charmingly incomprehensible, that Pauline
laughed at, wondered st, and idolized her.

The father alone fally understood her, from
having known and loved Dora—that sweet, frail
rose, who seemed to bave breathed the very soul
of her sweetness Into this last delicate bud. He
understocd the dreamy, retiring sensitiveness of
his danghter, her modest distrust of herself, and
the sad, unconscious jealousy, which too often
weighed with a vague unhappiness on her heart.

Louise knew that she was overshadowed by
the striking beauty of her sister; but at this she
never repined, even in ber most sccret thought:
She gloried in it rather, and would have said—as
well might some lttle clover-blo:som complain of
being shadowed by & rose- hanging its
rich blossoms awbove Ler, nnd raining about her
sweot-soented beavis,

But the effect of this overshadowing, and the
result of her own extreme humility, was a timid
shyness, an ur disinclination for general nosiety.
This feeling was strengthensd by the consclous.
ness of possessing few elegant accomplishments.
The neglect of a fine talent for music, snd & true
genius for painting and poetry, had been the pen-
alty paid for her admirable physical training, ber
pleasurable, care-free life of busy idleness. She
sketched a little, played less, danoed passably, but
excelled in nothing, unless it was in & peouliar
styleof singing, or rather of musical recitation, ofa
slight, piano accompaniment, often improvised. It
was traly s great pleasure to listen to her st the
rare times when she could be prevailed upon to
recite. One never heard from her anything hack-
ngyed or commonpdace — sometimes she gay
quaint, delicious little songs, of which she alone
knew thé suthorship—but ofether she chose Yhe
wildest lays and sweetest ballads of the great
masters of song, and her voice was s tender and
mournful, a8 deep, strong, and passionate, as the
poet’s own heart, while her rapt fave flushed and
paled with thoughts to whose full sweetness and
power the utmost music of the human voice can
give but broken expression.

This one accomplishment, or rather gift, which
might have been cultivaied to a point of rare ar-
tistie excellence, Louise lightly esteemed and pel-
dom could be wrought upon to “ make a display
of her domestic music,” as she called it, in soolety.
So it was that by many, even of her familiar
friends, the genius of Loulse was quite unsuspect-
ed ; so few had seen her face enhaloed by the rap-
ture of music and song, or heard her voice in all
its impassioned depth, its far-reaching sweetness,
and startling dramatic power.

About three years from their marriage, the St.
Johns had removed to & plensant country residence
near the city of New Haven—a change which
promised well for Ernest’s professional interests,
for » musio-teacher the husband of our proud Pau-
line continued to be. The little fortune of his
wife was soarcely sufficient for their support; and
even had it been ample, Ernest possessed a spirit
of honest independence, which would have forbid-
den an idle relinnce upon it. 1 will not pay so
poor s compliment to the love-intuitions of my
renders as to deom it ppedful to aysure them that
the UDIOH OF Fasiinewed Eemews, oo plalgly la obie-
dience to the wise, direct, and irresistible instinets
of the heart, had thus far proved most happy snd
harmonious.

Deeply could Ernest foel the meaning of those
lines which be loved often to read—the words
of the lover-husband in Tennyson’s “ Miller's
Daughter #—

4 Look through mine eyes with thine. True wife,

Hound my true heart thine arms entwine ;
My otber dearer life in life,

Laok through my very sonl with thine! ™

‘And like that lover and his Alice, Ernest and

his Pauline beheld—
# The still affection of the heart
n sn-oubwanl bresthing tpys)'—
but one of whom it it might ot be said,
It “iuto stiliness past again,
And left u want unknown before.”
Their babe, their boy, their * little Ernest,” lived
to unite in one rich inheritance the mother's onoe
proud and sparkling beauty, now softened with
love and shaded by thought, with the pure spir-
ituality which reposed depth on depth in his
father's eyes, and the nobility which crowned his
forehead.

Pauline insisted on having Louise with her for
the'first few months in her new home. During
the sutumn, it happened that thoe sisters first be-
came well aoquainted with an aunt of their moth-
er's, Mrs. Edwards,of New York, who was spend-
ing some weeka in the city of Elms, on a visit to s
young son who had lately entered Yale. Mrs.
Edwards was that charming anomaly, s wealthy,
handsome, fashionable woman, with & fresh, kind-
1y, and generous heart. She was & fine musical
smateur, and soon sappreciated Ernest and bis
brilliant wife ; but somewhat piqued by the shy-
ness of Louise, she cultivated her at first, from a
sort of carlosity, which finally deepened into a
gincere interest,in “ the little muse,” as she often
ealled her.

On her part, Lounise soon forgot her reserve,
ceased to be awed by the somewhat imposing
eleganee of her kinswomsn, and ended by loving
her moat heartily. So complete was this captiva-
tio, that Mrs. Edwards hadlittle difficulty in per-
suading her young friend to secompany her to
New York, there to spend the winter in her
family.

On the dsy sucoeeding her arrival, Louise
wrote thua to her sister :

%] found our friende living in a large, elegant
stone house, in —— Place, very far up town. |
thought we should never get there from the boat.
It waa about eight o’clock whea we arrived, and
we went directly to the breskfast parlor. As
soon as we entered, Mra. Edwards was surround-
ed and nearly hugged to death by the children,
the foar youngest, sl of whom sre pretty, and
one of whom [ instantly elected as my especial
favorite—Kitty, the loveliest oresture alive. Min-
gled up with the children, were no less than three
dogs—a fine Newfoundland snd s brace of grey-
bounds, one of which, most delicately limbed and
pure white, reminded me of Miss Mitford’s ' May-
flower’ These came thrusting their long, slen-
der heads into their mistress’s- hands, or Iaying
them agaiust her borom, ns sinoerely, if not as
noisily, giad as their humsn playmates.

“1 thiuk Mr. Edwards mast be s good-natured,
humorous sort of & man, for all this time he bad

half & doten times. ¢ Now, well} he oried, ‘you
:?hhmﬁl-u—mqﬂd,um'llhn
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got through with those which followed quite
bravely, I fancy. The breakfast passed off pleas-
sntly, though the ohildren were rather uproarious.
The lunch, too, was a nioe, little, social gather-
ing, to which we came with keen appetites after
our morning drive ; but the dioner was lessagree-
able to me. We sat down at gix, and did not rise
till nearly eight—none of the children were pres-
ent, except Master Harry, who, begging his fond
mamma's pardon, is rather pert—and the conver-
gation was principally about persons and things of
which 1 knew nothing. After tea, which we took
sbout nine, n few familiar friends of the family
dropped in. The ladies were elegant in dress
and manrer, but slightly insipid, I thought—the
gentlemen moustached, imperialized, and other-
wise ‘dandical’ Elinor sung and played with
immense spplause. She is a fine artistio perform-
er, Bot her singing does not approach our Pau-
line's.

“ My chamber has a pleasant lookout into the
Park, is bandsomely and luxurioysly furnished,
but is quite teo and lofty for my simple
ideas of comfort. And, then, the servants, who
are prowling about everywhere, kave s way of
whisking every little trifle back into ite plnee,
‘ setting things to rights’ if you leave your room
for a moment, which gives you the not over-pleas-
ant feeling of being watched. But | suppose |
shall get used to this sort of life presently.

“There goes the breakfust bell. Elinor has
just been in to bid me good morning, and bring
me & bunch of freshly-blown flowers from the
conservatory. [ think I shall love that girl & lit-
tle, after all—but | den't believe she will ever
care for me.”

A few weeks later, Louise wrote as follows:

“¥ou remember, dear Pauline, Mr. Walter
Fdwards, Heidelberg-bound, who spent two or
three days with us at the time of Fredeio's mar
| riage. Well, he has returned home, having spent
the years since we saw him in Germany, Switzer-
innd, ltaly; Greeve, Turkey," Pimiias, Sogland,
Scotlaud, and Ireland. He ocomes last from
France. But | must tell you of his arrival. He
had been expected for some time; but as he had
taken @ fancy to come on a sailisg vessel, no one
knew at this season of the year on what day to
look for him. Yesterday morning, as the weath-
er was unpleagant, and 1 felt very comfortable in
the library, | respectfully declived accompanying
Mrs. Edwards on her calling tour—Ellen went
to riding-school, and I was left quite alone. As |
was reading Browning's ¢ Blot in the 'Scutoheon,’
a glorious dramatic poem, | came upon an odd,
delicious love song, beginning—

"There's & woman like s dew-drop—sahe's 4o purer than the
purest.’

| waa seized with a desire to dng this in my
own odd way—so ran to the musio-room, opened
the piano, and set to work. I had some diffioulty
at first, as the long lines and curiously-linked
words were rather unmanageable, but I finally
made an accompaniment which at least eatisfied
myself. As | was pouring out the wild, passion-
ate words at Lhe*up, or rather at the bortom, of
my voice, for | was striving to give the deep, fer-
vont tones of Mertoun, as, half-fearful of surprise,
he swings himself from the yew tree branches into
the casement of Mildred, my ey¢ was caught by a
reflection in a mirror opposite. I stopped singing
on the instant, turned, and saw, standing between
me and the open door, & tall, dark, very dark,

wi

e B e T E ot el
cashmere waisteoat. Oh, dear, I shall never know
how long the fellow had been watching me! My
first impulse was to fly. [ sprang up, and over-
turned the music stool at his fest. Fe caught it,
returned it to its place, then, lifting his cap, in-
trodnoed himself as Walter Edwards—as though
there was any need of that!—aud called me by
my name. Strange that he should recollect me!
I was stammering out an explanation of my being
alone, with some commonplaces of welcome, when
‘the ¢hlldren wers let out upon him from the
nurgsery—and in the mélée | happily made my es-
cape to my chamber, wherein I remained until
near dinner time.

“To-day we have had s dinner-party, composed
principally of family friends and some fellow pus-
sengers of Mr. Walter Edwards—or rather Doc-
tor, a8 he brings that title with him from Heidel-
berg. It was quite a little congress of nations.
We had two Germans, one & baron and the other
a real live count, & Frenchman, an Italian, snd a
Spaniard! I hope that our good cousin really
liked these various geatlemen—did not choose his
guests in order to show off his own acquirements
ne & linguist. It ls most true that he spoke fla-
ently with each in his vernacular, and had the air
of an every-day familiarity with every kmown
tongne. How | wished that papa were present, to
touch him up on the Chinese ! I think that would
bave posed him. As for poor, stupid me, [ could
hardly muster French enough to keep up a little
necessary conversation with the lively Parisian
artist at my side.

“[In trath, Dr. Walter Edwards is a very fine
person—a grand person, I should even say—one
who hae done full justice to his native falent and
sdmirsble opportunities. | admire him, certainly,
but I doubt whether I shall ever come near
on him to like him. It is beautiful to see
E worship of her stately brother—not that
she says or does much, but she looks unmixed
idolatry. 1 do lowe that girl! [ have found that
ahe is mot cold at heart—only quiet in her demon-
strations.

“[1suppose we are now iu for s round of par-
ties. | never can learn to enjoy them, never can
think one, with its glare nnd orush, ita dainties
and polkas, anything but a magnificent bore.”

A week or two later, Louise wrote:

4 Lo, s marvel! cousin Waiter has shaved off
his moustache !—his black, silky moastache, and
all to please his mother. There was no help for
it. Aunt Edwards actually limited his kisses to
the back of her hand, and kept him on & short
allowance st that. Elinor will never have done
grieving for the loss of this badge Earopean, and
I st first thought Walter did not look ss well
without it ; but I mow see that it concesled one of
the grestest beauties of hin face—tho short, deli-
ocately cut upper lip, with its peculiar tremulous

lay.
F “The opera hss opened, with Teresa.Truffi, a
young Milanese, | believe, as Prima Donna. Mr
Edwards has s box, and last night we all went to
see Lucrezria Borgia. On onother 1 send
you my musicsl impressions. | have only to give
here a fow trifies for your Indulgent eye alone.

“When | was dressing for this opern, | was
sadly out of heart. | knew that it was a place
where people were expected to Jook brilliant, and
you know brillisnoy ia not presisely my forte. For
the first time in my life, | felt dissatisfied with my
wardrobe—it is so very poor compared with Eli-
nor's—and my little jewelry-box | shut in des-
pair. Pinally, | fized on my dress of Indis mus-
lin, with the slight embroidery—you remember
it. 1looped up the sleves with natural :
wove & little myrtle-wreath for my halr, and
flung over my shoulders my shawl of rose-colored
orape. | wore but one ormament, the plaia gold

cousin, the Doebe .
by the awe wi
“1n the box
woman, about

or thirty, 1 should

#ay, superbly d l, ®d all ablaze with dia- |
monds, She bowed fs 1y to my cousin, and |
favored me with a scrutiny through herl
double-barreled which I thought |
rather too near to make it

1 ®e thut this was Miss
Warrington, & heiress, and a leader of fash-
ion—that he Fell in with her brother and herself
in Italy, crossed the Alps, and finally the Atlan-
tig, with them—that she was & clever, but rather
& handsome woman, famous for her coquetries
snd conquests. Fle visited her box between the
acta, and | gould but oheerve that his coming gave
her lively pleasure, while he soon sppeared fasci-
nated by her gay conversation and gracious man-
ner. |hope he is not in complete thraldom there.
T do not believe that Miss Warrington ean be
worthy of a heart so fable ns hi,

“Thia morai we were ig the mnsio-
room, listening. s fue pinyhug, Walter,
for the first time, me eousin Louise, asked

Teave to remark slightly on my appesrance of last
evening. 1 how | could have suspected
him of such aif aenoe, but I' thought he
was about to eritiolse my plain toilet, and, draw-
ing myself up, od, coldly . ‘If it 80 please

you, sir) ‘ Then,"He exclaimed, ‘| must say that,
in my eye, y m was by far the most taste-
ful gud © house. It was soft, sim-

ple, classical, ot it was'——" Ah, that will
do,’ | cried, interrapting him ; ‘the wearer is al-
ready infinitely your debtor !’

“ After this, | guppsse | was in a particularly
obliging , for when, on Elinor's leaving the
piano, spoke fo me for the first time of
the 1 secidentally heard on the
d.’.qlhh plead for something in the
same st once, and gave him that
proud “Lo wi mlontruse, arwell as | Knew

how. He professed unhounded delight, both by
word and look. How I wish [ could believe him !
But it seems too mugh to believe, knowing, as |
do, that he has just come from hearing the great-
est singers and actors in the world”

1 will qaote no more from the letters of Louise,
but must tell her story in my own briefer way.
Yet, entre nous, dear reader, you do not lose much,
for those letters from New York by mo means
grew in piquancy #nd interest. Pauline com-
plained, indeed, that they were shorter and came
lees frequently tham st first, and ohserved that
the name of Walter Elwards now seldom ap-
peared in those “few-and-far-between” home-
dispatohes. That some unfortunate coldoess hod
arisen, to the detriment of proper cousinly re-
gard, Pauline may bave thought at New Haven,
but appesrances st New York were decidedly
against such a supposition. [n truth, most pleas-
ant and familiar relations had gradually grown
up between the two—an intimacy all the oloser,
it seemed, for the native reserve nnd sensitivencss
of both. During the winter mornings, they read
and sang ; and whem the sunny days came, rode
and walked or, always in the full compan-
ionship of t thoughts, the unison of & com-
mon and ever-ineressing happiness. Ere she was
aware, Eipuise had passed into n new snd larger

rington ars engaged. | have it from the best au-
thority that she nursed him when he aprained his
ankle on the Appenines, and that he in return
saved her life on the Alps. On ocrossing the At-
lantio, they came near being wreeked ; and when
they expected to go down every minute, they
were betrothed—at least, they vowed they would
die in each other’s arms "

“It is all gnite true—I am absolutely certsin,®
sald Miss Marie; “and | know that Miss War-
rioglon’s and our mantuamaker, Madame Beau-
deau, expects the order for the wedding dresses
every day”

Smothering his lsughter as best he could, at
the recital of this comical romance, so utterly new
to him, Walter impatiently sat out the remainder
of the call, which, happily for Louise, was not
long. That poor silly girl, after soeing her visit-
ers off, hastened to her chamber, locked the door,
and began rapidly walking the room, murmuring
bitterly—*“ Fool, fool that I have been, to believe
for & moment that be truly and seriously loved
me —me, u little, piniu, ignensat, hashful Tankee
girl! He was ouly playing with my affeotions,
pour passer le temps, na he wonld say in his miser-
uble, heartless French. 1 will go home to father
and Frederic, or to Pauline and Ernest — they
only can love me—they have somehow grown into
the habit of loving me. O, I never should have
left home! | have no other place in the wide
world.”

A knock at the door!

“ Mr. Walter sends bis compliments, and would
Miss Preston be pleased to walk in the Park this
fine morning 77

“No. Tell him I must beg to be exoused”
Louise had received a letter from her sister by
that morning's mail, at the close of which Pauline
wrote—

“ When I put little Ernest to bed this evening,
as | kissed him good night for you, he asked so
touchingly, ' When Luix come home, mamma?
Ernie not see her for sweh a many days 1’

“1 have just come from looking st him in hia
sleep. e scems o little restless, and his cheek is
rather too hot. | mm apprehensive of the searlet
fever, which has appeared in the neighborhood.
But dou't be troubled—he ia not really il1”
Louise read this, at first, with scarce one thrill
of fear. She idolized the child, but felt that he
could not die. She was all too happy for a
thought of death. But now she resolved to go to
him at once; and when she joined her cousins at
lunch, she aonounced her determination of re-
turuing to New Haven by the evening hoat, sta-
ting that she was called home by the illness of
['suline’s child.

Ah, Louise! Louise!

“If you really must go, oousin, brothes Walter
will of course accompany you,” ssid Elinor

“It is quite needless” replied Louise, some-
what eoldly ; “indeed, | would rather he should
not take the trouble. | am ocertainly enough of a
traveller to journey so short a distanoe alone.”

AL least, you will allow me to see you to the
boat 1 said Walter, wounded=to the soul, sur-
prised and offended by the distrust and jealousy |
which he read only too well. Louise somewhat |
more graoiously thanked him, gave assent, and
returned to her chamber to pack her trunks. El-
inor and Walter both sccompanied her to the
boat. From the first she parted with some tears

life ; she. a diviner yet olearer atmos-
P =
quick-vanishing dreams of her early girlhood,
took fair familiar shapes, and led her daily walk ;
and when the spring came there was in her heart
a spring-time of softer sunshine, and deeper
bloom, and more entranting song.

It may also be true that—

“in the spring » young man's faney lightly turns to

thoughts of jove.!!
Certain it is, that, like the bero of “ Locksley
Hall,” Mr. Walter Edwards felt “ all the current
of his belng™ setting Yowards his cousin. Thus
it happened that, as one evening, after Louise had
been singing his favorite, ‘ The Love-Song of
Montrose”—

“Po you subseribe to the rash philosophy of

these lines ?” he asked, reading the verse :
‘1 Ha elther foars his fate too muoh,
Or his desert s small,
Who dare not put it ts the touah,
And guin, or Jose 1t all’

““ Most sssuredly, Cousin Walter. I do not call
it *rash,’ but brave and true”

“Then you must not chide me, if I as boldly
as reverently utter futeful words which may never
be recalled, and sny—and say—that I love you,
dear Louise, I Tove you, and” ——

What might bave been the conclusion of this
sentence is o matter for the vaguest conjecture ;
for, at that instant, good, unsuspesting Mr. Ed-
wards oame up and iaterrupted the colloquy of
the cousins with some pleasant little on-mot—so
sll was over, for that night at least.

In the morning, Mr. and Mrs. went
out of town for n fow days; d not care
to shut herself up in her chamber; Elinor was
taking a lesaon in the muaio room ; Walter was
probably in the library, and of course she oould
not go there; the parlom were too gorgeously
desolate, so she strolled into the conservatory.
Guaided by some marvellous Intuition, or it may
possibly have been by the directions of the ser-
vants, Walter found ber out and joined her, She
was bending over a pot of dark-purple pausies,
inhaling their fragrance, as he entered, and, look-
ing up, she said, quietly—

“ Thia simple flower ls my favorite, of all the
flowers that live. My motleer 50 loved pansies—
she had them near her to the last, and we have
quite covered her grave with them”

Walter had bent to plugk a bunch, and, as he
held them towards her, said—

“ Then, Louise, can auything add to their
dearnesa 7

“1 do mot know,” she replied, blushing, “ bat 1
think not.”

“ Are you sure that nothing ean take from their
sacredness 17

“Yea, quite sure,” she answered, with a smile.

Then, after pressiog them to his lips, he said,
in a deep, low tone, ‘| have kissed them with my
love upon my lips—new will you take them 7"

‘Those large blue eyes were cast down; the
sweet face of Louise rapidly paled and flushed ;
Walter could searcely bhear, s he bent over her,
the marmured * Yes"—lut the took the flowers—
then, ere another word could be spoken, she
tarned, flew through the hall and up the stairs,
like & poor, frightened bird.

A little vexed, and & deal plessed, Wal-
ter sauntered into the library, took up & book and
retired to s favorite sest, behind the hesvy velvet
curtains, in the deep embrazure of & southern win-
dow. He bad not been long there ensoonoed,
whon two livily, chatty youog lsdics, nieces of
his father's, were shown ioto the library—just
the last persons whom he cared to meet on that
perticular morning—so ho resolved to remain
perdu.

“ Cousin l”!l s W l‘ﬂ‘ﬂl‘d’d“
her, s00n joined thewm, bringing Elinor's excuses.
Loulse was & poor gossip that worning. Walter
oould but plty her sbstraction, and was happy
that it seemed Lo the notice of her visiters.
He fized his as intently as he found it

possible, on the book before him,snd Look no heed
of jha conversstion to which be was sn uninten-
tional listener, until his own name struck his ear.

Miss Preston,” sid Mies Sallle

v i

but Pguline hersell, in her proudesl days, vould
e B G e W BWOTY sUPTERe INALer-

ence than she assumed in taking leave of Walter,
She shook hands carelessly with him at the cabin
door, and did not even cast a look after him, as he
led his sister to the carrisge.

It was not till the night had closed in, and the

boat was well under way, that Louise stole out
on deck. There, standing apart, leaning against
the railig, she looked into the dark water, and
shed fast bitter tears. She thought of all the
winter past, the happiest, Jearest time of her life;
she thonght of Walter, of the evening before, and
his words of love; of the morning and his pan-
sies, 80 burdened with kisses—and how she too
had kissed them, and hid them in her bosom,
Shame snd anger burned in her cheek at rhis re-
membrance. She osught them out, and would
have flung them into the sea, but that she felt
something harder than their slight stems in her
grasp. [t was her mother’s oross, which had be-
come unfastened from its chain, With & shudder
at having so nearly lost this sacred treasure, she
replaced it in her bosom, and with it the pansies.
% Might it not be an omen of good 7" she asked
her heart.

Seeing that the night had grown darker, and
feeling a few large rain-drops on her forehead,
Louise returned to the cabin, flung herself on her
birth, and finally slept. She was awakened by
the cabin maid, who informed her that they bad
reached New Haven, In her thoughtless haste,
she had never auticipated landing In the dark
and the rain, and now felt utterly dismayed. It
wanted yet some hours of morning, and she had a
long ride into the country before her. Hastily
tying om her bLonnet, and wrapping her closk
about her, she passed along with the other pus-
sengers to the gangway. Here she found s orowd
of men and boys, from whom she shrank in child.
ish, apecchloas timidity. While looking sround
in tearful entreaty for an officer of the hoat, or
some kind stranger who would befriend her for a
few moments by ealling u earrisge and atteading
to her baggage, she suddenly felt her arm drawn
within that of a gentleman at her side, With n
geroam on her lips, she turned and looked into
the smiling face of Walter Edwards! He led or
rather bore her to a carrisge near by, whereon
her trunks were slready deposited, handed her
in out of the storm—out of all storms, for he sat
down beside her, and held her hand in his.

Now, my dear reader, | know not what your
wishes may be, but | should not feel jostified in
following Louise and Walter into that csrriage
and reporting everything they said on their way
to the pretty country home of Ernest and Pan-
line. Loulse, however, has been known to affirm
that she sald little execept to nsk Walter's forgive-
ness for her jealons distrost, and that he said lit
tle after askiog pardon for having allowed her to
teach herself no severe a lesson. Yet 1 do not
think that they dozed through the long ride, nor
do [ believe that their conversation was altogeth-
er dry and uninteresting, for when they resched
“ Sweetbriar cottage”’ at esrly breakfast time,
Walter's fine face looked remarkably frash and
bright, and Loulse, though she was all blushes
and glad smiles, bore the traces of recent tears
on her falr cheeks and long, golden eye-lashes
Feeling that Pauline, after the first surprise of
our arrival, was looking st her rather too search-
ingly, she caught up little Ernest, (who, by the
by, has not had the soarlet fever to this duy) nad
commenced an animated conversation with him.
Ab, that was & bad move, Loulse! for the child,

out, pitifally—

“ Ses, mamma, ses ! poor Lulu ery I”

In about s fortnight—I sm mot sure, though,
that It was more than ten days from this morn-

tenderly wiping her eyes with his pinafore, cried | pose

“ May I ask*what you are smiling over so nrch-
ly, Cousin Pauline?” sald Walter,

“Oh, nothing but a little passage in one of
Liouise’s old letters”’

% Ah, read it, pray,” he exclaimel

And Paaline read—

“lm trath, Dr. Walter Edwards is o very fine

grand person, | shounld even say—one

who has done full justice to bis native talent aud
sdmirable opportunites. | ndmire him certainly
bt T dowbt whether I shall ever come wear
him to like hum.”

enoush to

Louise was married at the home of her father
snd brother, one golden evening, eirly in Sep-
tember. Then met together a most delightful,
though a strictly family, party. There was Cap.
tain Preston, somewhat paler and thinner than of
old, and with a shade of sadness on his yet hand-
some face, but, nevertheless, Jooking the proud
and happy father. There were the grand-pa-
rents—Frederic and his noble wife, with the Ells-
worths—Ervest and Pauline—the chiliren—Mr
and Nirs. Edwards—Eliver snd Tom Linosts,
(now betrothed)-—aud George, the young Colle-
gian.

The wedding was over. It was miduight, and
Captain Preston was alone in his room—Dora's
room, that “ pleasant chamber which looked out
on the sea” He stood in the soft moonlight, be.
fore the window, where, long years ngo, he had
seen her stand, waving her last farowell; and now,
with flowing tears and great yearnings of the
heart for the early lost, but ever loved one, he
murmured—

“Have | been faithful to your charge, my
Dora? Do you look with me on the happinegs of
our ohildren 7"

And there, in the stillness and loneliness of the
night, an nasurance came to him, voloeless, mysteri-
ous, but sweet and blessed, bayond what words may
tell, and he Aner that Dora was with him—with-
in the circle of his arms—Ileaning her head against
his heart, and smiliag into his eyes, as in the dear
old time,

Louise has become reconciled to the elegance and
luxury which once almost dismayed her—adapt-
ed herself with true womanly tact to many of the
forms and fasbions once so wearisome and dis-
tasteful to her, and all without the loss of the early
freshness; truth, and simplicity, of her character.
She still speaks with a sort of playful awe of her
“splendid husband,” and can never cease to won-
der what he found in her to admire and love.
But to others, there is little mystery in the mat-

ter.
The brothers and sisters spend s few happy

weeks logether every year, at the old seaside
home, which has received so many picturesque
additions, has becn so be-winged and be-trellised,
that it looks like a small copgregation of summer-
houses.

Oh, mothers, do you truly Lelicve that Dora
was dead through all thess years?

—
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UNCLE TOM’S CABIN :

LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

Y MRS M. B §TOWE

Cuarrrr 1L.—The Husband and Father,
Mrs. Shelby had gone on her visit, and Elisa

stood in the verandah, rather dejootedly looking | with her, or he would stll#

after the retreating carriage, when a hand wan
Iaid on her  uoulder. She turned, and a bright
smile lighted ap her fine eyes,

“George! i it yon? How you frightened me !
Well, 'm so glad you's come; missis is gone to
spend the afternoon, so come Into my little room,
and we'll have the time all to ouyislves”

generally sat at her sewing, within call of her
‘mistress.

“How glad I sm! why don’t you smile? and
look at Harry—bow he grows” The boy stood
shyly regarding his father through his curls,
holding close to the skirts of his mother's drees.
“Isn’t he beautiful 7" said Eliza, lifting his long
ourls and kissing him.

“[ wish he’d never been born,” sald George,
bitterly. *1 wish {'d never been born myself!”
Burprised aud frightened, Eliza sat down,
leaned her head on her husband’s shoulder, and
burst into tears,

“There now, Eliza, iv's too bad for me to make
yoit feel 8o, poor girl,” said he, fondly, “it's too
bad, Ob, how I wish you never had seen me—you
might have been happy !”

“Qeorge ! Goorge! how can you talk so—what
dreadful thing has happened, or is going to hap-

“ 8o we have, desr,” said George. Then draw-

ing his child on his knee, he gazed intently on hia

glorious dark eyes, and passed his hands through

his long curls.

# Just like you, Eliza, and you are the hand-

somest woman | ever saw, and the best one I ever

wish to see; but ob, | wish I'd never seen you, nor
you me!”

“0h, Gleorge ! how oan you !”

“Yes, Eliza, iVa all misery ! misery | misery !
My life is bitter as wormwood—the very life s
burning outof me. I'm & poor, miserable, forlorn
drudge; | shall only drag you dows wich We,

that's sll.  What'n the weo Of our trying to do

snything, hying to know anything, trying to be
anything? What's the use of living? 1 wish I

was dead ! 7

“Qh, now, dear George, thal is really wicked.

I know how you fesl wbout losing your place in
the factory, and you have a hard master, but pray
be potient, and perhaps something "~

“ Pationt!” mid he, interrupting her,  haven't
I been patient? DId I say & word when he came
and took me away, for no earthly resson, from the
place where everybody was kind to me? I'd pald
bim truly every cent of my earnings—aud they
all say I worked well”

“ Well, it is dreadfal,” said Ellza; “but, after
all, he is your maater, you know !”

“My master | and who made him my master ]
That's what [ think of—what right has he tome 7
I'm & mau &8 much ms he is—I'm & better man
than he is—1 know more sbout business than he
does—D'm & better mansger than he is—I can
read better than he oan—I osn write a better
baud, and 've learned it all myself, and no thanks
to hi—1"ve learned it in spite of him—and now
what right has he to make s dray-hore of me—
to take me from things I osn do, and do better
than be can, snd put me to work that any boree
can do7 Hetrieato do It—he mys he'll bring
me down and humble me—and he puta me to just
the bardest, meanest, and dirtiest work, on pur-
n

“Oh, Gieorgs! George ! you frighten me! Why,
I pever heard you talk so—Pm sfrald you'll do
something dreadful. | don't wonder at your feel-
Ings at all ; bat oh, do be carefal—-do, do—for my
sake, for Harry's!"”

“| bave been careful, and I have been patient,
but it's growing worse sud worse ; fissh snd blood
can't bear It any longer—avery chanoco he oan get
10 insult and torment me he takes. [ thought |
could do my work well snd keep on quiet,and have
some time to read and learn out of work hours; but
the more be sees | san do, the more ke loadson. He

|

Saying this, she drew him into a neat little
apartment opening on the verandah, where she

pen? I'm sure we've been very happy till lately.” | 10

and one of these days it will come ont in & wsy
that be won't like, or I'm mistaken .
“Oh, dear, what shall we do?’ said Elies,
mournfully !
“1t was only yesterday” eaid George, “as |

was busy leading stones into & eart, that young
wass'r Tom stood there, slnshing his whipso near
the horse that the creature wus frightened |
asked him to stop, as pleasant as | could—he just
kept right on. | begged him again, and then he
turned on me, and began striking me, | held his
band, and then he sereamed and kicked and ran
to his father, and told him that I was fighting
him. He came in & rage, and said he'd teach me
who was my master ; and he tied me toa tree, and
tut awitches for young master, and told him that
he might whip me till he was tired—and he did
do it. If I don’t make him remember it some
time!" and the brow of thé young man grew dark,
and his eyes burnt with an expression that made
his young wife tremble. ** Who made this msn
wy master—that's what [ waot to know ! he
aaid.

“Well,~ =hid Elizs, mosrafuily, “[ always
thought that | must obey my wesies and wisiress
or | couldu’t be a Christisn.”

“There is some sense in it in your ease—they
have brought you up like n ebild, fad you, clothed
you, indulged you, and taught you, so that you
have o good education—that is some rowson why
they should claim you. Butl have heen kicked
snd cuffed and sworn at, and st the best only let
slone ; and what do | owe? I've paid for all my
keeping & hundred times over. | mon’t bear it
No, | won't” he said, olenching his hand with &
firece frown.

Eliza trembled, and was silent. She had never
seen her huiband in this mood before, and her
gentle system of ethics seemod to bend like s reed
in thr_ surges of such prasions,

“ You knfw poor little Carlo, that you gave
me,” added George: “the creature has been aboat
all the comfort that I've had. e has slept with
me nights, and followed me around days, sod
kinde' looked at me as if he understood how |
feltl. Well, the other day | was just feeding him
with u few old soraps I picked up by the kitchen
door, and mass'r came along, and said | was feed-
ing him op at bis expense, and that he couldn’t
afford to have every nigger keeping his dog, and
ordered me to tie u stone to his neck and throw
im inthe pond”

“ Oh, George, you didn’t do it1"

“Do it? not I; but he did, Mase'r and Tom
pelted the poor drowning oreature with stones—
poor thing, he looked at me so mournful, as if he
wondered why I didn’t save him. | had to take
a flogging because [ wouldn't do it myself. [ dou't
care. ase'r will find ont that I'me one that
whipping wont tame.
he doo’t look out.”

“ What are you going to do? Oh, George,
don’t do anything wicked ; if you only trust in
Giod, and try to do right, he'll deliver you”

“I w'nt & Christian like you, Kliza; my heart's
full of bitterness; [ can’t trust in God, Why
does he let things be so?”

“Oh, George, wo must have fuith. Mistreas
says that when all things go wrong to us, we must
believe that God is doing the very “ast”

* That's eusy to say for people ¢ iat ere sitting
on their sofus and riding in their corviages ; but
let 'em be where | am, | guess Uwould come some
harder. | wish I could be good, hut my heart
burns, and ocan't be reconciled, anyhow—you
couldn’t in my place—you can't wow if I tell
you all I've got to say. You dow't know the
whole yet.”

“ What can be coming now!”

“'Well, lntely mass’'r has been saying that he
waa a fool to let me marry off the place; that he
bates Mr. Shelby nnd sll his tribe, because they
are proud, nnd hold their heads up above him,
and that U've.got prowl g '
says he wont let mo pope Kee
1 shall take n wifsdela
:\t m\mh ouly goalded e

hings, but yeaterdely he'
take Mina fgr (Y

My day will come yet, if

“Why—but you weére mi to me, by the
minister, as much as if you'd been a white man'"
said Eliza, simply.

“Don't you know a slave ean’t be married?
There is no law in this country for that; I oan't
hold you for my wife, if masa'r chooses to part
us. That's why | wish I'd never seen you—why
I wish I'd never been born—it would have been
better for us both—it would have been better for
this poor child if he had never been borm. All
this may happen to him yet ! *

““ Oh, but master is so kind !”

“ Yes, but who knows—he may die—and then
he may be sold to nobady knows who. What
leanure is it that he is handsome, and smart, anl
Erl‘in I tell you, Elize, that a sword will pieros
through youor soul for every good and pleasant
thing yourohild is or has—it will make him worth
too much for you to keep!”

The words smote heavily on Eliza's hoart, the
vision of the trader oamae befors her eyes, and, ns
if some one had struck her a deadly biow, she
IW'M gasped for breath. She looked
n y out on the verandah, where the boy,
tired of the grave conversation, had retired, and
where he was riding trlumphantly up and down
on Mr. Shelby's stick. She would have
muaﬂhumummw

No, no; he has enough to bear, poor fellow, she

thought, No, | wont tell him; besides, it sin't

time ; missis never deceiven us.

“So Eliza, my girl” said the husband, monrn-

I'on',:, * bear up now ; and good bye, for | am go-

. Goofr‘l Gloing where 7"

“To Canads,” said he, straightening himae!(
up ; “and when I'm thers 'l buy you; that's all
the kiope that's left us. You have a kind master,
that won’t refuse to sell you. I'll buy you and the

—Glod helping me, | willl”

‘Oh, dreadful! if you should be taken”
“1 won't be taken—Eliza, 'll dis first,
free or I'll die!”
“ You won't kill yourself1”
“No need of that! they will kill me fist
enough ; they never will get me down the river
.u'"l::”aw Le, o Bo eareful | don't

o my e o on'
do Mh' 75 e o Isy hands on yourself
or else! you are tempted too mach—ton
much ; but don’t—go you must—but go exrefully,
pmlnﬂf; pray God to help yon”

“ Well, then, Eliza, hear my plan. Mase'r took
it into his head to send me Jgrt by here with a
note to Mr. Bymmes, that lives s milo past. | be-
lieve he expected | shounld eome here to tell you
what | have—Iit would plesss him if he thought it
would aggravate ‘ Shelby's folks' as ba calls 'em.
I'm I?vlng home quite resigned, you understand,
aa if all was over. I've got some preparations
mude—and there are those that will help me, and
in the course :fn ml::;r::'l ohnlll;]l'u AmOnE the
misslng some day. mo, Eliza ; per
T ey

o ourself, g In
n.._im',.{. wou't 4o anything witked”
“ Well now, good bye” said Gieorge, holding
Elisa's hands, and gazing into her eyes without
b

P’ll be

moving. They silent—then there were last
words and sobs aud bitier weepiog—such ng
a8 those may make whose hope to mest ngain is ne
the spider's web—aund the husband and wife were

[1o wx contixuED |

Forthe ll;h-;l Kra,
LET 1S G0 TO WORK,

The articles ruhm_u the Era some months
sinoe, on the su ?:t of organizing the friends of

liberty, have oulled out A
tions, but so far s can ?'.{."m m';':;

been

Thoussnds are anxlons for a concentration of
sll that sgree upon the main question, while other
Hﬂ.mwu into our notice and threat-
o te ua,

“'!hmm may be divided into

seys that though | doo’t sny hosews I've
ﬂth‘ﬂﬂhm*mﬂl

.




